The George Sand-

CCLXXXI.    To GEORGE SAND

Righi, 14 July, 1874

What? ill? poor, dear master! If it is rheumatism, do as
my brother does, who in his character of physician, scarcely
believes in medicine. Last year he went to the baths at Aix,
in Savoy, and in two weeks he was cured of the pains that had
tormented him for six years. But to do that you would have
to move, to resign your habits, Nohant and the dear little
girls. You will remain at home and you will be wrong. You
ought to take care of yourself . . . for those who love you.

And as regard this, you send me, in your last letter, a
horrid thing. Could I, for my part, suspect you of forgetting
Cruchard! Come now, I have, first of all, too much vanity,
and next, too much faith in you.

You don't tell me how your play is getting on at the
Odeon.

Speaking of plays, I am going again to expose myself to the
insults of the populace and the penny-a-liners. The manager
of the Cluny Theatre, to whom I took le Sexe faible, has written
me an admiring letter and is disposed to put on that play in
October. He is reckoning on a great money success. Well,
so be it! But I am recalling the enthusiasm of Carvalho, fol-
lowed by an absolute chill! and all that increases my scorn
for the so-called shrewd people who pretend to know all about
things. For, in short, there is a dramatic work, declared by
the managers of the Vaudeville and the Cluny "perfect/5 by
the Theatre Franfais "unplayable," and by the manager of
the Odeon "in need of rewriting from one end to the other."
Draw a conclusion now! and listen to their advice! Never
mind, as these four gentlemen are the masters of your destinies
because they have the money, and as they have more mind than

324